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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 
SE ee 


In the smoke of the sacrifice is the light of 
the god made visible. Now that the first shock 
of surprise, regret and bitter political disap- 
pointment is over, we may calmly sit down and 
ask ourselves if the martyrdom of our late Pre- 
sident has been accomplished to no good end 
At first sight, it seems but a wanton dispensa. 
tion of fate. We have lost a ruler who in a 
wonderfully short space of time had gained our 
confidence and respect. The policy for which 
he would have fought is left to the care of a 
successor who but a few months ago was stren- 
uously working to defeat it. The able and 
trustworthy counselors that the late chief gath- 
ered around him must yield their seats to men 
in whom the nation has little faith or hope, 
Painful as all these facts may be to face, pain- 
ful as they are to state, they are the facts, and 
there is no use of evading them or trying to 
hide them in pretty phrases, 

ok 





* 

Thus in the specific and tangible conse- 
quences which it entails, Garfield’s death is 
clearly seen to be a most unmistakable afflic- 
tion to the country. But it is worth while for 
the thoughtful citizen to consider whether these 
are the only effects of this bereavement; whe- 
ther there are not others, less easily traced, 
more wide-reaching in their influence for good. 
Is it nothing, indeed, that for nearly three 
months the nation has stood face to face with a 
sacred example of noble suffering? When a 
man looks by chance into his neighbor’s heart, 
and sees the hidden and unsuspected good 
lying there, he is the better for a new know- 
ledge and a new and deeper reverence. Here 
to a whole people have been revealed the splen- 
did: courage, the patience, the gentleness of a 
great soul. Are we not the better for what we 
have seen? We have sat beside the bed of 
this poor hero, who has borne, without canting 
and without affectation, the tortures of doubt, 
fear and physical pain. We have watched the 
constant and unfailing exercise of those virtues 
which few save a man’s nearest friends ever 
know. So fine was the nature that we saw in 
its mortal agony that it is no wonder we re- 
fused to think of the man in connection with 
the ordinary affairs.of life. Among people of 
all places and all parties there grew up an al- 





most childish affection for the sufferer which 
took no note of the statesman who succeeded and 
failed, went. right or wrong with others, in its 


worship of the saint canonized by suffering. 


* 
* 


This feeling may be somewhat exaggerated ; 
but it is not an unhealthy sentiment. There 
has been very little gush or morbid excitement 
about the American people in this time of 
trouble. ‘They have respected the idea of 
government when the government did not 
exist. They now meet what would be a 
political crisis in any other country with calm 
confidence in their own strength and the 
strength of their institutions. A leader whom 
they really never sought, and had good reason 
for not seeking, they now greet in manly and 
honest fashion, giving him a fair show to prove 
his worth; holding prejudice in abeyance, 
ready to obey, ready to like, if he can make 
himself their friend. Men who can do this are 
not men for cheap sentimentality; and Garfield 
will not have died in vain if his sickness and 
death have served t» stir the depths of this 
people’s earnestness and devotion. 


EES 

There is one thing that ought to be under- 
stood without delay. Whenever and whereon 
Guiteau is brought to trial, no scoundrelly 
‘‘ sensation ’’ lawyer must be allowed to adver- 
tise his business by getting the ruffian off on 
technical grounds, ‘The late President was 
wounded badly enough to die; and Guiteau is 
sane enough to hang forit. This is no question 
of technicalities. Here is a man for whom 
rope and a trap-door are extravagant luxuries. 
It will not be serving Justice to give him 
anything more than a fair, and brief trial. The 
people have, with great self-denial, refrained 
from attending to his case themselves, But we 
think it would be putting altogether too fine a 
point upon self-restraint if the people were to 
keep their hands off any disgrace to the legal 
profession who comes between the gallows and 
an inexcusable murderer, 

: # 
* * 

The medical profession during the last few 
months has assumed an extraordinary import- 
ance in the eyes of the world. ‘I'he daily issue 
of bulletins of the doctors as to the condition 
of the late President was looked forward to 
with painful anxiety. It is all at an end now. No 
more fluctuations of pulse, temperature and res- 
piration. No more appeals to Heaven to save 
the sufferer. No more temperance theories, and 
no more learned disquisitions as to whether the 
liver was or was not injured by the bullet. We 
have before expressed the belief that the late 
President Garfield received the benefit of the 
best medical: skill obtainable. We are not 
physicians ourselves, but yet we feel some con- 
fidence in asserting that so far as the case was 
understood by the attending physicians the 
treatment was all that could be desired. 


# * 
* 


We know that medical men, as a rule, usually 
look with undisguised contempt on the opinion 
of laymen. All professional men are apt to do 
so toward men who are not in their profession; 
but still a little common sense may occasionally 
be brought to bear on some matters, in spite of 
tradition, etiquette and scientific theories, It 
has been proved beyond all doubt that the late 
President was a doomed man'the moment the 
shot entered his body—this must at least be 
some consolation to the doctors, although it in 
no way accorded with opinions given by the 





majority of them. But still there is a feeling of 
disappointment; not that they did not save the 
patient’s life, but that they should not have 
been able to indicate the position of the bullet 
more exactly. The diagnosis was grievously 
wrong—so wrong, indeed, that the treatment 
must have rather aggravated the agony of the 
sufferer than otherwise. Some doctors, not in 
the case, now say they knew all about it from 
the first. Why, then, did they not give their 
professional brethren the benefit of their know- 
ledge? ‘To outsiders it seems as if surgical 
science had not made the progress that is 
claimed for it; if it has, it does not appear to 
have been brought into requisition in the case 
of the great man whose loss we now mourn. 


* * 
* 


And now we have President Arthur. Will 
he disappoint the expectations of his enemies — 
for he has many—or will he be a mere tool in 
the hands of his friends—for he has friends, 
too, who are by no means desirable political 
associates—or will he be President of the 
United States, and literally follow in the foot- 
steps of his wise predecessor? We hope so— 
we venture to think so; for few men have come 
into the Presidential chair with such a glorious 
opportunity of making good their claim to the 
title of statesman. From the dignified manner 
in which Mr, Arthur comported himself during 
the sickness of the late President, we are led to 
hope that he will carry out the duties of the 
high office that has now devolved upon him 
with firmness, moderation and wisdom. He is 
fairly entitled to support and encouragement 
from the people, regardless of their political 
faith. We say this, because it would be affecta- 
tion to ignore the fact that the political act 
with which President Arthur’s name must ever 
be associated—we refer to his canvassing at 
Albany for ex-Senator Conkling—cannot re- 
dound to his credit; but probably President 
Arthur’s days of partisanship are now over. 

* ° % 

As we anticipated, now that our national suf- 
ferer has passed away, money pours in from all 
quarters towards a fund for the stricken widow. 
‘This is eminently proper, and every patriotic 
citizen should contribute according to his 
means, until the total amount is sufficiently 
large to ensure an ample income for Mrs, Gar- 
field and her children for life. It is a mere 
accident that Mr. Cyrus W. Field is made the 
medium for the reception of the contributions. 
He started a subscription ostentatiously and 
officiously when there was not the slightest 
occasion for it, and now, of course, the money 
is sent to him. Mr. Field is doubtless vain 
enough to suppose that to him belongs the 
credit of raising funds for Mrs, Garfield. 


* 
* * 


But the people have done it of their own accord, 
although Mr. Field and some fellow-capitalists 
vulgarly anticipated them. It is strange, but 
nevertheless true, that our capitalists are not 
always discriminating or consistent in their do- 
nations. They frequently puzzle Charity her- 
self. Mr. James Gordon Bennett gave a hun- 
dred thousand dollars towards the Irish Famine 
Fund, and yet there is more suffering at home 
in Michigan. We do not hear of any such 
subscription from him for these poor people. 
Charity, according to his idea, ought to begin 
abroad. Neither does Mr. Cyrus Field exert 
himself to look after the wants of the Michi- 
gan unfortunates. We know he does not, bé- 
cause, if he did, the whole world would. ring 
with his advertisement of the fact. ‘The same 
remarks apply to Mr. Jay Gould and Mr. Van- 
derbilt. Ail these gentlemen will give pro- 
vided they can get a magnificent return in pub- 
licity and notoriety, which to them is wealth; 
otherwise they don’t see any money in it. 
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AFFLICTION AND ADVERTISING. 


It is a great misfortune that good taste is so 
generally regarded as an aristocratic luxury. It 
is, or Ought to be “as staple as flour,’’ to quote 
the language of the ‘‘ Agents Wanted” adver- 
tisements. Really, it is something of such value, 
so cheap, so easily procurable, that it ought to 
be a universal possession. Unfortunately, it is 
not; and there are times when this depressing 
fact is impressed with painful force upon the 
minds of those who stand apart and gaze ob- 
servantly upon our vigorous but variegated re- 
publican society. 

This is a time of such general grief that even 
the menagerie known to the public as the 
“ Park Commission’? feels constrained, if not 
to behave itself decently, at least to pretend that 
it does so. To the well-informed New Yorker 
this is quite enough to signify that the sorrow 
which has fallen upon the people is of a phen- 
omenally deep and serious. character. Even 
knaves and clowns see that the temper of the 
people demands an outward show of respect, if 
nothing more. 

Never before to-day, perhaps, have the peo- 
ple with bad taste stood out more conspicuously 
against our quiet background of national re- 
spectability. The men of America have shown 
themselves, in this hour of temptation and 
trouble, calm, self-controlled and self-respect- 
ing. But there are some whose bad behavior 
is so notable among their decent surroundings 
that the clean-minded American squirms when 
he thinks that the eyes of the nation are upon 
him and his countrymen. 

The city is hung in mourning. But some 
people mourn with a genuine mourning for the 
dead ; and others mourn in a way that suggests 
a private jubilee over a chance to build up a 
little business on bereavement. ‘The liquor- 
dealer up the street has wholly shrouded his 
place with embiems of woe; but he decently 
covers up his sign. Yet if you will go up Broad- 
way, and look at many offices occupied by men 
who think their line of trade far above the sell- 
ing of liquor, you will find that they have most 
cunningly festooned crape and bombazine 
about the inscriptions that tell of their busi- 
ness; or have picked out such fantastic drapery 
as seems most likely to call attention to their 
shops or stores. 

If such small exhibitions of meanness were all, 
however, there would be but little to complain 
of. But in certain directions where it would 
not naturally be looked for there has been 
shown a strong tendency to make a nation’s 
misery subserve mean personal ends. 

It is a painful thing for one newspaper to say 
of others; but there seem to be many sheets in 
this country in urgent need of a change of ad- 
ministration. There are papers in the charge 
of journalists who, if they ever had any taste, 
sense or respect, must have got rid of it several 
years before they took their journalistic chairs. 

One daily of this city published last week 
what it probably took for a humorous skit, 
under the heading of “‘ Special Orders.’’ These 
special orders were directions supposed to be 
issued by Mr. Conkling to General Arthur, and 
mixed up references to the dead President with 
jokes about Mr. Arthur’s hats and shirts, It 
was a brutal sort of thing, at the best, to aim at 
aman in Arthur’s position, for even those of us 
who have never admired or trusted him must 
feel that this is no time for the expression of 
our own likes or dislikes. And when it comes 
to dragging in the sacred sorrow of the hour 
to give point to coarse jests, the performance 
becomes simply indecent. 

The Evening Telegram of this city is a bright 
and lively journal which thinks pink paper pleas- 
ing to a refined fancy. Nobody will quarrel 
with the Evening Telegram for indulging this 
idea; but who can read, without a shudder, the 














blushing sheet that shamelessly chronicles each 
new phase of our national woe in sensation 
headlines that would frighten the Chicago 
Times? Here is a condensation of a verbal 
harlequinade with which the country was re- 
cently insulted: 


VOICELESS GRIEF. 


“HUNG BE THE HEAVENS WITH BLACK, 
YIELD DAY TO NIGHT!” 


COLUMBIA’S MARTYR. 


LYING IN STATE BENEATH THE 
DOME OF THE CAPITOL. 


A SORROW-STRICKEN NATION. 


THE CABLE THROBBING WITH MES- 
SAGES OF SYMPATHY. 


——— 


AMERICA VEILED IN TEARS. 














After reading this, it is not surprising to learn 
that the Zéegram solemnly recorded the fact 
that “the left eyelid of the dead man opened 
a little”? Not surprising, indeed; but highly 
disgusting. 

However, we do not expect any great deli- 
cacy of manners from the Lvening Telegram. 
But it is otherwise with a paper published by a 
house that through long years has earned and 
kept the respect of this and foreign nations; 
and we must say that of all the exhibitions of 
bad taste which the death of President Gar- 
field has called forth, the most surprising and 
the most regrettable has been that of Harper’s 
Weekly in publishing a picture which purported 
to represent the dead president, and which was 
very nearly an absolute copy of an engraving 
issued years ago by the London Graphic of 
Napoleon III., after death. This well-known 
picture was drawn by Luke Fildes, and was re- 
printed in Harper's Weekly shortly after its ap- 
pearance in London. The sensational perform- 
ances of the cheap house that attempts to rival 
Harper’ s are quite to be expected. This was not; 
and we would rather a dozen Evening Telegrams 
had sinned a dozen times more deeply than that 
Harper’s had descended to the Zédegram’s level. 








RHYMES OF THE DAY. 





A Poo CLus young man, 
A solitaire stud young man, 
An Anglo-fanatical, 

Ultra erratical, 
Ha’porth of gin young man. 





A UNIon SQUARE young man, 

A lunching free young man, 
A super dramatical, 
Tragic hamfatical, 

One beer a day young man. 





THERE was an exuberant llama, 

Who met a travel-worn Ppama, 
Who said: ‘ Llama, dear, 
Your antics are quear; 

Pray do, I beseech you, be ccama.”’ 





THERE was an old man with a queue, 
Who all about boat-racing knueue; 
He consigned to Hades (revised) 
The crew from Corn-ades, 
And swore till the air was quite blueue. 





Puckenings. 


In the columns of the Sun there was a pro- 
position for licensing bootblacks. The Sun 
would have to commence with itself. It pro- 
fesses to shine for all. 


Now it appears that a gunmaker, in the 
eighteenth century, madea revolver. We shall 
soon find out that Edison’s electric light was 
in use on board Noah’s ark. 








Ex-PoLICEMAN NuGENT has been charged 
with felonious assault. We would have nothing 
but an ex police force, if all those who commit 
felonious assaults were punished. 





THE connection between lawn tennis lies in 
the fact that the British Judge Chitty recently 
distributed some prizes for the game. ‘Those 
who can’t see this joke are requested to apply 
to the editor of the London Punch. 





A woMAN, who was accidentally slightly 
wounded in the hand by a shot from a British 
gunboat, received as compensition $1000. It 
was fortunate the injury was not in the tongue, 
for it might have bankrupted Great Britain, 





His royal nibs of Dahomey has eighteen queens and a 
big army of Amazons. He believes in the girls as fight- 
ers. It is a curious kind of a profession for gals. We 
don’t allow them in our navy.—/. Y. Commercial Ad- 
vertiser. 

Commander Kellogg allows them. You don’t 
study naval matters. 





THE water of the holy well in Mecca is pro- 
nounced by a London chemist, who has exam- 
ined it, as containing, per gallon, 579 grains of 
solid matter. We call the attention of New 
York milkmen to this. The solidity and supe- 
riority of the Mecca water over that of Croton 
would make up for the expense of importing 
the former, 





It is refreshing to find, in these days of na- 
tional grief, at least one patriotic citizen who 
rises superior to the occasion, and who shows 
presence of mind and self-possession in the 
midst of the all-absorbing, appalling calamity. 
This gentleman is Mr. C, ‘I. Jones, of the El- 
beron, Long Branch, who refused to supply 
the newspaper reporters with meals, even at an 
extra price, on the ground that he kept a 
hotel, and not a restaurant, and that he didn’t 
like newspaper men, anyway. 





EXTRACT FROM THE DalLy PUCK For 1981: 

A grand discovery has recently been made, 
which, it is thought, will entirely supersede the 
use of the telephone and electric telegraph as a 
means of communication. It is called the post- 
office. The system consists in writing a letter 
containing your message, putting a postage 
stamp on the envelope, and dropping it ina 
box. It will then be forwarded to its address 
by first train or steamboat. The advantage 
over the electric telegraph is that the message 
will reach the person to whom it is sent within 
a reasonable time. The Western Union ‘lele- 
graph Company talks about purchasing the 
patent. 








Puck’s PosirivE ANSWERS TO IMPERTINENT 
QUESTIONS. 





CUT THIS OUT, 


pin wt under the lapel of your coat 
and present the other side suddenly 
lo the Fiend who ask: you 


Where Are You Going ? 














—_—_— 
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OUR INDIAN POLICY. 





New York, September, roth, 1881. 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir : 

I was very much astonished on reading the 
last number of Puck, in which you give vent 
to some reflections on the Indian question 
which do no credit to yourself or your paper. 
The idea of corraling a lot of Indians on a par- 
ticular tract of land, and compelling them to 
live there at the expense of the Government, 
is about as absurd as the proposition of a West- 
ern fellow to herd all the buffalo in one drove, 
and confine them to one particular spot! 

Why is an Indian ‘‘an utterly useless member 
of society, and as dangerous thereto as a rattle- 
snake’’? He has the same instincts implanted 
in his breast as any other human being. He 
fights for his country. A spirit of patriotism 
for his mother soil vibrates in every fibre of 
his frame. His love of country—the home of 
his fathers—is something remarkable ; and if 
he rebels at being denominated an outcast, an 
alien in the land of his birth ; driven hither 
and thither by men who forcibly rob him of his 
own—if he objects to all this, can it be won- 
dered at? He would not be human, to enter 
no protest, 

I know Indians, and so do you, Mr, Puck— 
or at least you ought to—who are as intelligent 
and refined and as cultured as almost any 
white citizen you might find—yet they are 
ostracised. ‘The blackest negro in the Govern- 
ment can vote, sue, and be sued; but there is 
no such protection for the Indian, What a 
travesty on justice, when an Indian —intelligent 
and refined, “ civilized,’ as you would call it 
—can neither vote nor hold office, when thou- 
sends of ignorant blacks can! And you call 
that justice. 

Mr. Puck, the sentiments you ‘express are 
not in keeping with the intelligent thought of 
the age. ‘The only true solution of the Indian 
question consists in making them men—Amer- 
ican citizens according to law, as they are by 
nature ; give the Indian the right to vote, to 
sue and be sued; make him amenable to the 
laws of the country; let him go where he will, 
just as a negro or a white man does; and hold 
him responsible, just as you do other citizens, 
for any infraction of the laws of the country. 
In doing this, have regard to their treaty 
stipulations, and secure him every right there- 
under that the Government has guaranteed. 
This done, the Indian will be found not only 
not to be an utterly useless member of society, 
but a very valuable and important adjunct 
thereto. ‘This is your true policy; and I think 
you will be a benefit to the American people, 
whether you agree with these views or not, to 
give them publicity. Truly, &c., 

JoHN ANDERSON. 


WE are sorry that we have aroused our cor- 
respondent’s ire by our views on the Indian 
question. Everything that he says is true— 
perfectly true— in theory, but it is not so in 
practice. We admit that the Indian has the 
same instincts implanted in his breast as any 
other human being. We admit, also, that he 
fights for his country, and incidently does a 
little scalping. It would, no doubt, be very 
delightful if the Indian had the right to vote 








Puck’s Posiri1vE ANSWERS TO IMPERTINENT 
QUESTIONS, 





o——. 


Not With You! 





and the same privileges as ‘‘the blackest 
negro’?; but would any person, short of a 
lunatic, propose to extend to the Indian, in his 
present condition, the suffrage? Our corre- 
spondent, in answer, would probably say it is 
the duty of the white man to fit the Indian for 
acitizen. Perhaps it is; but by the time five 
hundred Indians were fitted for citizenship, all 
the tribes would either have been kilied off or 
have died out. ‘This is a practical, and not a 
Utopian age, and the Indian question must be 
looked at and handled in a practical manner. 
‘The Indian cannot be civilized according to 
our notions of civilization, and, what is more, 
life is too short to attempt to do it. The In- 
dian has as much right to the soil as the white 
man born in this country, but no more. He 
cannot, he will not, live as we do: he prefers 
his native wilds, Let him have his native 
wilds, and be protected in them, and kept 
from contact with white rascals. There is no 
better or more humane way of doing this than 
by confining him to certain districts, and not 
allowing him to get up a war whenever he feels 
so inclined. If our system were adopted, he 
would not be long in finding out that scalping 
and massacring would not pay. It does seem 
hard to deprive the poor red man of his amuse- 
ment, but there need be no cruelty or barbarity 
in doing so. We say once more, Mr. Ander- 
son, that fifty millions of people must not 
suffer because constructive injustice is done to 
a few thousand hopeless savages. 








A CROON OF THE CALENDARS, 


BEING A BALLAD OF FIRST MONDAY. 





To each hammocky, hummocky lawn, 
To all vined and voracious verandas, 
To the hall-ways you’re noticed by dawn 
To quit an hour after the band has, 
Farewell—to each cape, beach and bay, 
From Chesapeake northward to Fundy: 
Oh, would dies non were this day— 
This curséd October’s First Monday! 


The bears talk of Friday the Black; 
Your sophomores prate without measure 
Of shins on Blue Monday they crack— 
(Collegiate notion of pleasure). 
I'll the stoutest of jurats affix 
That for workings miraculous, one day 
Outshines the original six; 
And this is—October’s First Monday. 


When the Court has an ominous cough 
At a calendar growing unsteady; 
When everything ’s rattling ¢¢ off,” 
And but your opposed answers ‘* Ready!” 
Ah, me! what dire visions confront 
Us who pause in Pars Tertia’s lobby; 
Of what scowls bear we now the (Van) brunt, 
Of what sneers of Associate Nobby! 
At which more the soul of me faints, 
At which more the pulse of me pauses, 
Donohue, J.,.dismissing complaints, 
Hawes, Justice, defaulting short causes! 


We're done for. We're under, once more, 

The truculent rule of the benchmen, 
Nine months, from ten-thirty to four, 

To be snubbed of their heelers and henchmen. 
Ah, would some beneficent rule 

From place-udders long enough wean ’em, 
To learn in Great Jones’s dame-school 

Their Jedere non alienum!* 


PRAYER FOR RELIEF. 

Then curse the First District Supreme 

In each branch, Circuit, Special, Appellate; 
Oh, write me a curse of a ream, 

And slow to the Common Pleas tell it. 
Yet skip, in all mercy, the next, 

As all spare their broken-down enemies; 
Pray leave the Superior unvext, 

Remembering non curat de minimis, 
Ay, pass it, just easing your pace 

To name it the great intervine court. 
So, if found long enough in one place, 

You may double-damn well the Marine Court. 

CAPTAIN FRACASSE. 




















* To mind your own business. 


REALISTIC DIALOGUES. 





ATING PUBLIC. 





Dialogue No. IIT.— With a Fool, Masculine Gen- 
der, of the Knowing Order. 


Foo..—I want a suit of clothes. 

TalLor.—[As usual.] 

F.—I dont know. What are the new styles 
of goods? 

¥ one ew ee ee ee eee eee 8 

F.—Those don’t look very new. That one’s 
too loud anyway. 

De gla ccs aa ine neomais 

F.—Why a fellow might as well be a Quaker 
as wear such stuff as that. 


F— Well, I don’t know! No; I don’t want 
a strictly business suit. Don’t want to wear a 
livery you know. Ha! ha! ha! 

, ere rE 

F. —I don’t see why you can t get some kind 
of goods that a fellow can wear almost any- 
where, 

F.—That’s the kind of goods I want, is it? 
Well, I don’t think so. It’s a heap too good 
for a dusty office; and you know no one but a 
slob would call on a girl in such a rig-out as 
that. 

T.—.. 

F.—I don’t know. Which do you think? 

, a 

F. —Cutaway ?- No, sir! Might as well have 
a polo-jacket. 

F.—Yes; and look like an Oirishman on St. 
Patrick’s day. Ha! ha! ha! No frocks for 
me, I tell you. 

Debi nns wa 146,00 

F.—Call shat a , medium. Looks like a China- 
man’s blouse. Isn’t there any other kind ? 

DP 

F.—Well, ‘they’ re all about alike. 
Pil have to try a cutaway. 


I guess 


eee ee © 8 ew oe 


F. _Why, you know I’d decided on that first 
piece you showed me. Where is it? No, that 
isn’t it! 

BPP sea 49 440% 

F.—I know it isn’t. 
It was better goods. 

eins 66 ckdn 1eKede es 

F.— Well, maybe that 7s it. When are you 
going to let me have it. 


F.—In a week! Why, I want it by day after 
to-morrow—sure, 


F.—Oh, I must have it, youknow. By Jove, 
I don’t want it to wear Christmas! Ha! ha! 


rr ses es: £47609 9 ¢ 


F.—Yes, I know; that’s always the tale: “So 
very busy.’ You just do it to gouge us in 
price. By the way, how much are you going 
to stick me for in these? 


“Tt wasn’t a bit like “had. 


eeeee 
errs © se eee 


F.—Phew! Why, I only paid "you forty for 
these I’ve got on. Oh, say, you know you've 
got to do better than that. 
T.— ene 

F.—Oh, yes; ae goods are e higher and labor’s 
higher,’’ and you’re higher, too. 

T 


F.—Told you that the last time, did I? Well, 
it’s all the truer then. Ha! ha! ha! 





ace seig’ coal, Gre iers sel 
F,—All right; [ll beat you down on the next 
lot. Now mind, I want them in a week sure/ 





Not to meddle with ex parte exteisions.— Bouvier, 





Awfully ta! 











FOR THE BENEFIT OF AN EXASPER. 
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THE INGENIOUS LIQUOR-DEALER. 





A TALE OF THE TEMPERANCE REFORM MOVEMENT IN MASSACHUSETTS, 
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Cuapter II, 


Mr. Geoghegan tore his hair, what there was 
of it to tear, and cursed the day the Massa- 
chusetts Legislature was born. Hé knew well 
the character of the male population of Buz- 
ville. It was a feeble and weak-minded popu- 
lation, It did not stand up and take its drink 
after a manly fashion. Its members were sub- 
ject to feminine influences on the alcoholic 
question, yea, even unto the innocent lager. 
They had the fear of the Sewing Society be- 
fore their eyes. They drank in privacy and 
shade. They budged not in the open light of 
day; but rather lushed in darkness. Bank- 
tuptcy loomed up in all its ghastliness before 
Mr. Geoghegan—honest bankruptcy, the real 
old ghastly kind. As a law-respecting citizen 
and a smaller man than the local constable, he 
took down his screens and removed the blinds 
from his windows, ‘Then he passed a sleepless 
night, until his gigantic brain swelled with a 
new and brilliant idea, and towards morning he 
fell into a refreshing slumber, from which he 
was awakened by the caroling of the little birds 
and ihe early village milkman exercising the 
pump-handle. 


Cuapter I, 

The setting sun was casting long rays of level 
light down the main street of the placid Mas- 
sachusetts village of Buzville, as old Deacon 
Wattarigg walked solemnly along the sidewalk, 
which seemed more or less inadequate to his 
needs, ‘The deacon was feeling large that after- 
noon. He had in his pocket a copy of the law 


passed by the state legislature forbidding the . 


use of screens, blinds, shutters, curtains or 
stained glass in liquor saloons, He was about 
to leave this copy with the unregenerate Irish 
corrupter of youth by the name of Geoghegan, 
who kept a palace of iniquity wherein he retailed 
the limpidly purling fizz and the peaceful and 
translucent smash, and made a specialty of 
turning over three kegs of lager in an hour, 
He did serve it, with a smile; and then pro- 
ceeded on his way. Deacon Wattarigg was 
much loved in the town of Buzville; but it is 
doubtful if that day there was raised by any 
pious heart a prayer that the good deacon might 
soon be removed from the troubles of this life 
to another and more uncertain world than the 
prayer of Mr. P, Geoghegan. 
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CHAPTER III. 


At five o’clock that morning, a passer-by 
might have scen, if a good ordinary average 
seeist, Mr. P. Geoghegan engaged in construct- 
ing aman. It was, however, evident that Mr. 
Geoghegan’s idea of a model man was not 
Deacon Watarigg. 

* . * 

That day the good deacon walked calmly 
down Main Street, to gaze on the discomfiture 
of Mr. Geoghegan, and to gloat a little, ina 
moral way. But it was a coolish day for gloat- 
ing; the deacon thought, or else Geoghegan 
had monopolized about all the gloat there was 
around. ‘The screens were gone, and all the 
rest of the paraphernalia of sin. But in the 
door-way of Geoghegan’s gilded haunt of in- 
temperance stood a gigantic tramp, who leaned 
gracefully on the bar and held aloft the brim- 
ming beaker, while in his mighty shadow a long 
row of the fashionable youth of Buzville dis- 
posed of their alcoholic swash in that modest 
seclusion for which their retiring natures 
yearned, And as the tramp grew into a ter- 
rible permanency, the good Deacon Watarigg 
faded away into an attenuated etheriality. 
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PUCK. 





“GRAVE~YARD” INSURANCE. 
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SON—: “* THERE’S MOMEY 
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IN THEM OLD BONES YET!” 








FREE LUNCH. 





GRANT is said to be growing very stout. He 


says he was féted to become so. 


“TLL drop to this racket,’’ said the mur- 
derer, as he stood on the gallows. 


ALTHOUGH the car-driver ‘‘whets his whistle’’ 
more than most men, still he is always sober. 





‘‘ FRIENDS, travelers and tourists, lend me 
your ears,’’ said the bandit, as he cut them off. 


“Why do you hide, Johnny?”’ said one boy 
to another. “I hide to save my hide,’ replied 
the other, as he hied away to a secure spot. 





‘THE crow’s caw hurts no one when he lets it 
drop; but different is the effect of the small 
boy’s core when he lets his drop: it generally 
hurts some one. 





“THREE cheers and a tiger!’’ yelled a per- 
son at a party. “Shut up!’ said another: 
“three cheers and a beer is much better. No 
one can eat tiger.” 


A story IN Ficrion is called ‘Love is 
Blind.’’ Of course love is blind, or else it would 
see the old man stealing towards him, holding 
a buildog with one hand, and having his num- 
ber eleven boots on. 


‘* Now, Master Jones,”’’ said the teacher, who 
was rather fond of his rye: ‘* X equals the un- 
known quantity. Now, what is X?” “xX,” 
responded Master Jones: ‘is the whiskey you 
have drunk.’? That boy was tanned. 


“WuaT have you got there?’’ queried a 
temperance preacher to a young man who had 
a bottle wrapped up in paper. “ Nothing,’ re- 
plied the young man, “You are telling lies,’ 
said the preacher: “ you have Old Nick there.’’ 
“ Nay, but thou liest!”’ replied the young man: 
“it’s Old ‘Tom that I’ve got here.’’ 


Mr. GEorGE FRANCIs ‘TRAIN thinks the best 
sign of the scarcity and dearness of milk is the 
lamentable fact that all the sweetly -smiling 
geniuses, vulgarly called bar-keepers, put more 
brandy in a milk-punch than milk. He is 
right. 





1882 wiLL be a bad time for the gaugers of 
lager beer, as, in consequence of the destruc- 
tion of the tomato-crop by the excessive heat 
of last month, the manufacturers of canned 
goods have resolved not to can any tomatoes 
this year. 


O! she is fairer far 
Than Greeks or Romans are; 
But I’m sorry to say her pa 
Has a number fifteen boot, 
And that’s why I don’t call on her any more, 
— Sammy T. 


REVISED RHYME. 


Mary read a little psalm, 
Then went to seek her Isalm; 
But when attacked by an angry rsalm, 
She thought a little dsalm. 
Styx. 








SNIGGS & CO. 





In treachery the latest wrinkle is 

To deem a private letter ‘* writ on biz”; 

And, though you know ’twill make the absent 
squirm, 

Still, Judas-like, to show it to the firm; 

Place it on file for clerks to read and quote, 

And mock the trusting fool who rashly wrote. 

So I, when passion had discretion killed, 

And, more than stock-reports, my heart had filled, 

“A certain letter-writing did indite ” 

Which made me walk the floor, night after night. 


I wrote to Snigs, a Western King of Pork— 

A ‘‘theologue ” was I, here in New York— 

And asked if I might his fair daughter wed, 

(She had sworn to be mine, I should have said). 
Sniggs cares no whit for wit or pride of birth, 
But—Western-like—asks only: *¢ What’s he worth ?” 
So, having ascertained my funds were low, 

He said: *¢¢ I'll let this fortune-hunter know!” 

And, turning to his clerk, with wicked smile, 
Remarked: ‘‘ Here, Johnson, put this note on file!’ 


*¢ And tell McLintock, when he comes from lunch, 

To answer all these letters in a bunch; 

As for this one, see the firm name is used, 

And say: ‘ The application is refused.’ 

Great heavens! When that fiendish note I read 

You should have heard the frantic words I said; 

The Dominie was listening—’twas his rule— 

And I was forced to leave the sacred school. 

Then, for revenge, I straight made up my mind 

To be a lawyer, and prey on mankind; 

And, though it take a hundred years or so, 

I’m bound that Dll get square with Sniggs & Co. 
c.Cc. 8. 











A NEW INDUSTRY. 





The year 1881 will be memorable from its 
having caused the development of a new and 
what seems to be a profitable business. 

It is well known that all the professions are 
much overcrowded. There are swarms of young 
doctors, lawyers, engineers, and architects, who 
can find nothing to do. They need be idle no 
longer. All young men who have been in 
doubt as to what occupation to pursue, should 
at once engage in the comet business, which, 
with ordinary attention, will enable them to 
marry early, and to acquire fame and fortune 
while still in the enjoyment of youth, and will 
at least put them on the same footing as suc- 
cessful plumbers. 

To enter into the business requires neither 
capital nor technical knowledge. Simple night 
observation is all that is requisite—an accom- 
plishment which is in the reach of the meanest 
capacity. 

It is true that it may interfere with the night’s 
rest of the comet-seeker, but the sacrifice of a 
little sleep is an nothing to the brilliant prizes 
that the profession offers. 

Besides, the necessary repose can always be 
made up for in the day-time, and the cometist 
will delight in his labor, because he knows that 
in a few years his fortune will be made, and he 
can revel in ease and affluence for the re- 
mainder of his days. 

To show the enormous progress that has been 
made in the comet industry, it is but necessary 
to call attention to the great increase of pro- 
duction within the past year or two, Our 
grandfathers thought it a very wonderful thing 
to have a comet or two in a hundred years, 
What dreadfully benighted people they were! 
In these enlightened days it is not uncommon 
to find a few dozens a month, 

The great demand appears to be for long- 
tailed comets. ‘The bright tailless article does 
not bring so high a figure. ‘Telescopic comets 
are inquired for but at reduced rates. Weare 
glad to see that the various Agricultural socictes 
are fully alive to the importance of the new 
industry, and are, we understand, offering 
prizes at the fairs for the best specimens of the 
different kinds of comets. 

For the brightest early flowering comet. . ..$500 
For the best short-horn extended double-tailed 
NMI cers pasts soscieid cisgusthne os 0 $250 
For best defined dwarf white nucleus. .. ..$100 
For the best patent double-back-action, reap- 
ing, cradling, binding comet, cultivated 
in the constellation Auriga........$75.00 
For the finest telescopic fan-tailed comet, with 
early flowering pod.............. $25.00 
For imperial sugar beet comet, with mansard 


Oe.+ evesnkeaxeen errr 
For best artificial comet, with oilymargarine 
EE eee ere bid ween eteies $5.00 
For best artificial split nucleus ......... $2.00 
For best electric light artificial tail. ..... $1.00 


For best Sanscrit essay on comets....... «50 
We have not the slightest doubt that comet- 


| cultivation will be carried on with such suc- 


| 


cess that in a few years it will be one of the 
greatest interests in the country. 








_ A lahdydah fellow named Seixas 





Was thought to be rather audeixas, 
Till he saw a white post, 
Which he took for a gost, 
And skedaddled, exclaiming, ‘‘ Good greixas!” 
K. 


There was a young woman from Hawarden, 
Who said to a man: ‘I beg pawarden! 
But I notice the haze 
Obscures the sun’s raze, : 
Suppose we go out in the gawarden ?”’ 
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CONGERIES. 


Smith was mad, and his teeth he did gnash, 
When he struck a large bone in his ghash. 
He ripped and he swore, 
Made a dive for the dore, 
Without leaving the requisite gcash. 





The Proprietor was bound Smith should gnaw 
That bone, if it broke his old gjaw. 
Forthwith he was collared; 
But he yelled and he hollared 
For a Policeman to enforce the glaw. 


A “Cop,” with a club hard as gneiss, 
Dropped in on the scene in a gtreiss. 

«* What’s the matter?” quoth he. 

** You old fool, can’t you se?” 
Says Smith, which we admit wasn’t gneiss. 


The ‘* Cop,” like a mythical gnome, 
Grabbed Smith, whom he took to that ghome 
Where the shifiless are kept. 
Oh, how poor Smithy wept 
When they wrote his name down in a gtomel 


As he sat in his cell, a large gnat 

On the wall lit, so large and so gfat: 
*¢ What if I’d lit in your hash, 
Thou epicurean rash?” 


I’d eat the dish ow, for all gthat. 
BILLUM. 








AMUSEMENTS. 


*€ Quits,” at DALY’s THEATRE, is receiving an ample 
share of public patronage. 

The ‘Madison Square” is being played at the Pro- 
FESSOR’S THEATRE—or something of that sort. 





‘«¢ Standing room only ” is the nightly legend hung on 
the exterior at ABBEY’s PARK THEATRE, and the Han- 
lon-Lees in their Parisian absurdity are the cause. 

“Michael Strogoff” is at Bootn’s. This statement 
can be vouched for by anybody who will take the trouble 
to visit the theatre and look at the sea of heads—not 
deadheads—there every night. 

At HAVERLY’s FOURTEENTH STREET THEATRE Mr. 
anc Mrs. McKee Rankin are appearing in a highly ideal. 
ized version of ‘‘ Black Eyed Susan,” which found much 
favor in the sight of the Londoners. It is clever and 
emotional, and is well acted. 

Miss Jennie Lee is now repeating her New York suc- 
cess in ‘‘ Jo” at HAVERLY’s BROOKLYN THEATRE. It 
is produced under the personal superintendence of the 
author, Mr. J. P. Burnett. Kiralfy’s «* Around the World 
in Eighty Days” is announced for next week. 

The fall season at KosTeR & BIAL’s commenced last 
Sunday. Here one can now hear the Rainer Family of 
Tyrolean Warblers, and ‘ The Ladies’ Philharmony ’, from 
the musical conservatories of Vienna, Leipzig and Prague, 
under the leadership of M’lle. Julia de Bertrand, solo 
violinist. 

At HAVERLY’s FIFTH AVENUE THEATRE the Comley- 
Barton Company’s ‘* Madame Favart” holds the boards 
with a tenacious grip. It is capitally mounted, and Miss 
Catharine Lewis is as arch and attractive as ever. We 
trust that this lady has quite recovered from her recent 
slight illness. Mr. John Howson’s performance is good 
enough to be almost French, and to the “‘ manner born.” 

“The World” at NiBLo’s will have its two hundredth 
representation in the United States to-morrow (Thursday) 
evening, September 29th. The night will be a gala one, 
and Mr. James W. Morrissey has arranged for the pre- 
sentation to the ladies of souvenirs of exquisite bouquets 
of cut flowers, together with engraved pictures for the 
programme of the famous ‘ Raft Scene.” 

** Patience,” the latest production of Messrs. Gilbert 
and Sullivan, attracted a very large audience at the 
STANDARD on Thursday evening last. ‘The performance 
was a success in every respect. It is indeed a rare thing 
to witness a first night representation that gees so well as 
this one went. The two sccnes were very pretty, and the 





costumes, grouping and general stage management proved 
that there was somebody directing the opera who had a 
very good idea cf what he was about. Everybody knows 
that *‘ Patience” is a satire on the zesthetic craze in Eng- 
land. This craze, real or imaginary, has been held upto 
ridicule and brought into prominent notice by Du Mau- 
riere’s figures in our otherwise ponderous and funereal con- 
temporary Punch. As Bunthorn, Mr. Ryley was attitud- 
inous, wriggly and funny, and so distinct was his enun- 
ciation that not a word that he said or sung was lost. 
Miss Roche made an amazingly good and massive Lady 
Sane. Hers was possibly the most complete and artistic 
personation in the whole cast. But for that matter the 
best was done by every member of it; though, perhaps, 
Mr. Barton, as Grosvenor, would have made a better effect 
had he whistled his part instead of attempting to sing it. 
It would probably have pleased Mr. Gilbert to have 
heard one of the young ladies say cyzosure, and Mr. Bar- 
ton passionately apostrophize Father Time as * Cronnus, 
Cronnus!” Miss Burton made a pretty Patience; Miss 
Stone and Miss Burville looked handsome in their loose 
robes, and did their work well. There is a long run in 
store for ‘* Patience,” if we are not false prophets. 








Answers oy the Aurious, 


A. N.—Thanks. 

HAZLETINE.—Hey, but she’s doleful, willow willow 
waly. 

Miss L, A. S.—We shall use your suggestion when we 
get a chance. 

Posttwo.—The exquisite flower of poetry which you 
wish us to pluck from the columns of the Philadelphia 
Ledger we should prefer to leave on the stalk, 

BRoccoL! BRiGGs.—Broccoli, we have read your al- 
leged humorous poem. If you were properly set out in 
the early Spring, it is just about time you were picked for 
cow-fodder, and run through the machine. 

J. M. T., Memphis.—We are happy to give you the in- 
formation for which your soul yearns. The English- 
speaking world was first gladdened by the sight of this 
paper, and the woes of humanity lightened by its advent 
in March, 1877. 

H.—The ballad business work dies out. Anybody 
can grind out verses about ‘*So-and-so was a warrior 
bold; a warrior bold was he;” and a great and intelli- 
gent public has dropped to the fact that organ-grinding 
verse is getting remarkably cheap even by the yard. 

L. F., Baltimore.—The only trouble with your essay 
entitled: ** Ideality is the Articularity of the Un-there” 
is that it is more or less unthere itself. The essential 
thing about a burlesque is that it shall be less depressing 
than the original burlesqued; and this is just the point 
you appear to have left out. 








“NOR HIS WIFE.” 





If you were only younger, 
And I were only rich, 

Your spouse, me thinks, would hunger 
Ere tasting Dunmory’s flitch; 

Which, as you’re not much lettered, 
I'll tell you is a present 

To halves the longest bettered 
Without a word unpleasant. 


If I were only older, 
And you were only rich, 

Cold, cold would be the shoulder 
We'd turn to Smithovich. 

My dear, you are not one of 
Us linguists, so I’ll say 

That “ vich ” means ‘the son of ”— 
See ‘* Russians of To-day.” 


If both your eyes were violet, 
And not a measly yellow, 
I’d maybe make a triolet 
As well as any fellow: 
A triolet’s a thing, love, 
Which poets use at times 
To whang about and ding, love, 
Until they raise some rhymes. 
A. E. WaTRous. 


FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 
No. CLXXXXI. 


ZESTHE 1 ICISM. 

Ya-as fawa verwy long 
time there has been a 
considerwable amount of 
talk in Gweat Bwitain on 
the subject of zsthetics. 

Numerwous fwiends of 
mine have witten to me 
about it, and I have ob- 
j, served aw in the London 
7 Pun ch, a widiculous 
comic journal, ye know, 















some verwy curious en- 
gravings tweating on the mattah. They are, I believe, by 
some fellaw who dwaws, and his name is aw Du Maru- 
wiah. I must say that I neyah saw anything in them 
specially to laugh at, although when some of the men I 
know see them they positively wo ah, and wemark that I 
wesemble some of the individuals that are wepwesented 
in the aw cuts. 

The peculiarwity about this system of zstheticism is 
that the people who pwactice it dwess themselves up in 
an odd sort of way, decorwate their houses in a stwange 
mannah, use a vocabularwy understood only by their own 
twibe, and indulge in a super-wefined and ware kind of 
aw literwature. 

They pwofess also an extwaordinarwy adinirwation faw 
all descwiptions of flowahs, although they show a pwefer- 
wence faw lilies and sun-flowahs. They wear their hair 
long, and their attitudes are invarwiably classical; but, to 
my mind, not excessively gwaceful. In fact, aw I look 
upon the whole business as aw outwageous tomfoolerwy. 

There will, Jack Carnegie says, always be persons who 
will exaggerwate, and wun into the gwound things in 
which there may be something weally good, which, if car- 
wied out in a moderwate mannah, will be all wight. 

No one, faw instance, would accuse Mrs. Fitznoodle of 
being cwazy on the question of art decorwation, and yet 
she has made our wesidence look much pwettiah by orna- 
menting and filling it with verwy desirwable and attwac- 
tive dwic-a-bwac, some of it of the same charwactah as 
affected by the aw esthetics. So that they have done 
some twifling amount of good aftah all. 

This aw weminds me that I was induced to wandah 
the othah evening into a theatah called the Standard, 
where an xsthetic operwa called ‘ Patience” is being 
played. It is said to be new and orwiginal, and it is by 
the two fellaws whose names, I believe, are Gilbert and 
Sullivan. They are, I believe, also wesponsible faw an 
operwa called ‘ Pinafore.” 

This ‘‘ Patience” tweats of ‘his zesthetic cwaze in quite 
aclevah and amusing mannah. One charwactah in it, 
Jack says, is supposed to wepwesent a fellaw at home 
named Oscar Wilde, who is said to belong to the esthetic 
twibe, and who has wecently published a book of poetwy, 
some of which I have had gweat difficulty in compwe- 
hending. If I were to cwiticise it myself, I should de- 
cidedly charwacterwize it as wubbish. 

The ‘operwa met with my appwoval, and it quite 
merwits it. I smiled severwal times, and expwessed my 
satisfaction to those arwound me, and wapped faw en- 
cores. The chorwus of wapturwous maidens sang in a 
pwaiseworthy mannah, and appeared awfully classical, 
while the dwagoon guards looked verwy naturwal in their 


pwopah uniforms—besides, they were tall, stwapping fel- 
laws. I like ** Patience,” Ithink it will have a run aw. 








Our attention has been called to a most deserving pub- 
lication. Itis printed in German, and bears the name of 
Puck. We are authoritatively informed that it has been 
running for five years, and has now reached its zweihun- 
derteinundsechzigste number. We do not wish tu argue 
about this last point until we have a new set of jaws put 
in. We have examined the German Puck. It is a 
handsome sheet, illustrated with colored cartoons, and 
sparkling all over with wit and humor. Its contributors 





' show a great proficiency ia the German Ianguage. We 


understand that an English paper of similar character 


| has also been in existence for some time. 
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ON THE THRESHOLD OF OFFICE 






























































OFFICE HAVE WE TO EXPECT OF HIM? 
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PS, 
EO ae 
SEE 


Mama (below) ‘As long as I hear the piano going in 


the parlor, I know that there is not too much love-mak- - 


ing going on between Minnie and Mr. Ten Eyck.” 
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But we are all apt to make mistakes. 











SEE WORCESTER. 





There once was a pious old boatswain, 
Whose nose got most terribly froatswain, 
Which made him say: ‘‘ Damn! 
Sure as my name is Samn, 
No more I’ll be caught thus a doatswain.” 
T. D. KYoNSHOREAUX. 





There lives 2 young lady at Bryn Maur 
Who allowed her fair features to gryn maur 
Or less, all the why] 
That she sat on the styl- 
Ish lardedah’s chapeau at Bryn Maur. 
‘“‘ FRESH.” 





There was a young couple of Aix 

Who were spooning so sweetly one daix; 
But whene’er the swain ’d laugh, 
The girl called him a caugh, 

Which was not a potite thing to saix. 


* 
When the snow fell, they rode in a slay, 
This spooney young couple from Eigh; 
They both caught a cough 
Which would not go ough, 
So they went to the grave the same deigh. 
H. L. H. 





He was one of the Light Infantry Corps, 
And was always a terrible borps. 

He sat down on a barrel, 

And rent his apparel— 
Then went home, ind said nothing morps. 





A chap was once shut up in goal, 

Because he had stolen a paol; 
He did cuss and did swear, 
And broke up his chear, 

Because he could furnish no baol. 





There was a young fellow named Guise, 
Who was death on all kinds of" puise; 
He would nibble and bite 
From morning till nite, 
And he swelled to a terrible suise. 





There was an oleaginous priest, 

Who looked just as if he’d been griest; 
He was smooth and polight 
From morning till night; 

But he didn’t déceive one the liest. 





Bill Sykes had a quick-tempered neighbor, 
Who chased him away with a seighbor; 
He was scared most to death, 
And quite out of breath, 
For he wasn’t much used to such leighbor. 





Mr. Grimes had a talkative guest, 

Whom he once told ‘to pull down his vuest, 
But his fist he let fleye, 
And blacked old Grimes’s eye, 

And he said to him: “ Give us a ruest.”’ 


” 





A chap who was sick of the treadle, 

Said he guessed he would leave it and peadle ; 
So he bought him some wares, 
Started off on shank’s mares, 

And with no one thereafter did meadle. 





There was a young lady named Vaughan, 
Who always arose with the daughan; 

She was fond of croquet, 

And at it did plet, 
Till she spoiled all the grass on the laughan. 





There’s a place that is called Mt. Désert, 
By the Boston zsthetes who are thert. 
Their circle is small, 
Though culchawd withal, 
And for French, not good English they cert. 





There was a young Indian Sioux 

Who said to his comrades: ‘‘ Oh, phioux 
Are thy numbers, my braves, 
But we still can fill graves 

With the Yankees, without much adioux.’’ 





There once was a dear little sweet-heart, 
Who dwelt over yon near a meet-meart}; 
One glance from her eyes 
Was enough to surpreyes: 
Twas more than the lightning’s fierce heet- 
deart. 





SEE BROWNING. 
We carried the good news from Ghent 
Dirk, I, and another were shent; 
If I hadn’t reached Aix, 
There’d been the devil to paix, 
And that is the reason we whent. 








MARRIED MISERIES. 
WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR Puck, BY ARTHUR LoT. 


No. XT—- We Go on a Fishing Excursion, 


“ nef RS. LOT,” said I, one evening as I 

IMA. sat smoking my cigar: ‘I purchased 

a fishing-pole at the Japanese store 
to-day; and, if you will make up a lunch, I will 
take you and Georgie out fishing to-morrow, 
and we’ll stay all day.”’ 

‘Did you purchase only one fishing-pole ?”’ 
said my wife. 

** Only one, my dear,”’ said I. 

“With what, then, are Georgie and I to 
fish ?’’ inquired she. 

‘“‘With drop-lines, of course,’’ replied I. 
““You’ve had experience with that instrument; 
for you must remember that you got me on a 
string ; and besides, a pole is so cumbrous.”’ 

“Tf you please,’ said she: “we'll reverse that 
arrangement. Georgie and I will take turns 
with the pole, and you can use a drop-line.’’ 

“But, my dear—”’ 

“There,” interrupted Mrs. Lot: “we'll go. 
It’s all arranged.” 

Of course, I was compelled to submit, but I 
hate to fish with a drop-line. What pleasure is 
there in letting a line slide into the water, and 
pulling up a fish, as if he were a bag of pota- 
toes? It’s well enough fora woman, who doesn’t 
understand any of the delights of playing 
with a fish; but fora man, bah! it makes me 
shudder merely tp think of it. Georgie, how- 
ever, seeing how miserable I looked, consoled 
me somewhat by whispering in my ear that I 
might use the pole when it was her turn. 

Early on the following morning, we started for 
the river. I was loaded down with fishing uten- 
sils and lunch, We hired a big broad boat, 
which it was almost impossible to upset, to- 
gether with a neat awning, which we proposed 
to use, when the sun’s rays became unpleasantly 
warm. I placed all the impedimenta, includ- 
ing the ladies, in the stern of the boat, and, 
having seated myself in the bow, rowed slowly 
up the river. 

“ Why don’t you row faster ?”’ said Mrs. Lot. 

Endeavoring to comply with her suggestion, 
I failed to touch the water with my oars, and 
sprawled head over heels in the bow of the 
boat. The boat swung around, and banged 
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furiously against the timbers of the bridge under 
which we were passing. Georgie laughed vigor- 
ously at my mishap. 

“What are you doing ?”’ said Mrs. Lot. 

“That, my dear,” replied I: “is catching a 
crab.”’ 

“Flooring a donkey, I guess,’ saidshe. “But 
get up and fix the boat.” 

“ Are you seriously hurt?’’ said Georgie, ap- 
parently in asyn.pathetic tone; but, as I saw 
mischief lurking in her eyes, I paid no atten- 
tion to that remark. Isat up, turned the boat 
around, and urged it gently up the stream, I 
had rowed past the lower bridge, and nearly to 
the upper bridge, when Mrs. Lot remarked: 

“TI thought we came out to fish.”’ 

“So we did, my dear,’’ replied I: “ but there’s 
avery good spot above the bridge, where I 

ropose to anchor.”’ 

“Shall we reach it to-day ?’’ inquired Geor- 
gie in a innocent tone. 

“‘ Perhaps not,’’ replied I: “but well try.”’ 

In ashort time we reached the spot I had 
selected, and anchored the boat. Then I at- 
tempted to put up the awning, and managed 
to fasten it at the stern very nicely, but, as I 
was carrying it forward to fix it in the bow, a 
gust of wind caught it and tipped the boat, so 
that about half-a-barrel of water rushed in. Mrs. 
Lot and Georgie screamed, but, f rtunately, 
they had put their feet on the seats, and so 
they were not much hurt. I fastened the awn- 
ing, and then set to work to bail the boat out. 
The lunch-basket had been upset, and the 
lunch was floating on the water. Of course, I 
succeeded in removing the water, but the lunch 
went with it. 

Having thus arranged all the preliminaries, 
we attempted to fish, Mrs. Lot undertaking to 
manage the pole. I opened the package of 
worms, 

‘‘In mercy’s name,” said Mrs. Lot, ‘‘ what 
are those worms wrapped in ?”’ 

“A piece of paper, my dear,’”’ replied I. 

“Open it, open it at once!’’ cried she ; 
which I did. ‘Oh, dear,” exclaimed she: 
‘it?s my new sack pattern! ‘Take your dirty 
worms out of it at once.” 

‘*Where shall I put them ?”’ inquired I. 

“* Where you please,’’ replied she: ‘‘ but give 
me that paper.” 

Georgie’s shoe, which was drying in the sun, 
was the handiest thing, so I put them in that. 
After I had fixed the pole, Mrs. Lot threw the 
line into the water, and sat holding the pole 
in a very uncomfortable position. Georgie 
had several bites, and caught four fish. I 
caught two, while Mrs. Lot sat, hugging her 
pole, convinced I am sure in her own mind, 
that it was a snare and a delusion. Finally she 
burst out with: 

“¢ Why don’t I catch a fish ?” 

‘“‘ Perhaps,”’ said I, “ they have nibbled off 
your bait.” 

‘“* Well, why didn’t you say so before ?” 

So we pulled in the line, and, sure enough, 
the bait had disappeared. I hid the hook once 
more, and Mrs. Lot dropped the line into the 
water. At once she had a bite. 

“Oh, I've got him?” she cried. ‘ How 
shall I do it?” 

‘« Play with him,” cried I. 

“‘Play with your grandmother!” said she. 
“« See how he pulls,” 

And he did pull most effectually, for he broke 
the pole about four feet from the tip. 

‘* He must be a big one,” said I. ‘ Let me 
take him, Mrs, Lot.”’ 

I worked for some time, but finally landed 
the fish in the boat, and he turned out to be a 
one-eyed toad-fish, weighing about three ounces. 
Mrs. Lot became disgusted, and ordered me to 
row the boat beneath the trees and fasten it to 
the shore. I had raised the anchor and was 
about to start, when Georgie remarked: 





‘¢ Please hand me my shoe, Mr. Lot.’’ 

I handed her the shoe, and she slipped it on 
her foot. At once she screamed, pulled the shoe 
off, and threw it in the bottom of the boat. 

“There,” said I, ‘I forgot those worms !” 

Then there was a time! Mrs. Lot lectured 
and Georgie pouted; I emptied all the worms 
out, cleaned the shoe thoroughly, and Georgie, 
seeing how sorry I was, forgave me and smiled 
pleasantly upon me. ‘Then I rowed to the 
shore and fastened the boat. Mrs. Lot fixed 
herself comfortably, and suggested that Georgie 
should read to us, which proposition was unani- 
mously agreed to. I lit a cigar, arranged my 
seat as well as I could, and gave myself up to 
the pleasure of listening. 

Now, to me, there is nothing more delightful 
than to half-recline in a boat, which is rocking 
gently on the water beneath the shade of the 
overhanging branches, and to listen to a sweet, 
melodious voice, just rivaled by the notes of 
the feathered songsters, warbling among the 
leaves over my head. Georgie read delight- 
fully. No hurrying, and yet no monotony; 
every word uttered as if it were placed on the 
page for a purpose, every thought distinctly im- 
pressed on your mind. As she conjured up 
picture after picture from the magic lines of 
the Lotos Eaters, a sort of dreamy, careless 
spirit came over me, and I forgot all the sur- 
roundings. 

When she had finished we looked at Mrs. 
Lot, and found that she was in the land of 
dreams. Certainly Mrs. Lot was a beautiful 
woman when she was asleep. Her lips just 
parted, her long lashes dropping over her eyes, 
and her beautiful cheeks, painted only by the 
master-hand which created them, made a pic- 
ture which was simply charming. Oh, that 
such a woman should have such a tongue! 

As Georgie closed the book, she turned to 
me with a woe-begone expression and remarked: 

“Do you know I’m fearfully hungry ?”’ 

“So am I,”’ said I; and I examined the bas- 
ket, but found no consolation there. Just at 
that moment Mrs. Lot awoke, and insisted that 
she was hungry. 

“Hand me that basket,’ said she. 

I obeyed. 

“Bah!’? said she: “I forgot that you had 
upset it. Row ug down to the bridge and we 
will dine at the hotel.’’ 

At once we glanced at the water. There 
it was about ten feet from the boat, gradually 
receding towards the middle of the river: we 
were high and dry on the mud. I tried to push 
the boat out with an oar, but signally failed; for 
the oar would suddenly sink about half its length 
into the treacherous mixture, and I would 
fall flat on the gunwale of the boat. My hands 
were soon covered with mud, and, as I used my 
hands occasionally to rub the perspiration from 
my brow, I soon dirtied my hands, my face and 
my clothes, and ruined my temper. Georgie 
seemed to enjoy it, and remarked that I looked 
like a coal-heaver. Mrs. Lot looked at the 
tragic side of the affair, and suggested that, as she 
had fasted during Lent, she didn’t see why she 
should repeat the experiment. Finally, she 
directed me to walk to the hotel and get some 
eatables. 

“ But will you not be afraid ?’’ asked I. 

“ Of course we shall,’’ said she: “but we are 
more hungry than we are afraid.”’ 

So I hurried off on my errand. 

It’s astonishing what a difference a full stom- 
ach makes in a person’s temper. After Mrs. 
Lot had eaten, she became as good as },i2; but- 
ter wouldn’t have melted in her mouth, but 
we did have a dreary time. Georgie read, I 
smoked, Mrs. Lot napped, we all talked; but, I 
can tell you, sitting in a boat high and dry on 
the mud-flats for four hours isn’t the most en- 
chanting thing in life. It might suit a pair of 
lovers; but I have retired from that business. 





How we watched that water creep up tous! I 
really thought it would never reach us. It did, 
though, for at seven o’clock, after much push- 
ing and hauling, we managed to get our ark 
afloat. Mrs. Lot brightened up at once, Georgie 
became as cheerful as a kitten, while I seemed 
to have received strength from my contact with 
the mud, and we all felt that at length there 
was a prospect of bringing this fishing excur- 
sion to an end, 

As we got under way, the moon was shin- 
ing brightly, all the stars were twinkling mer- - 
rily, and a light summer breeze, just strong 
enough to cool the heated air, was blowing 
down the river, Georgie and Mrs, Lot sang 
all the songs they knew, except “‘ A Life on the 
Ocean Wave.’’ When we reached the house, 
Mrs. Lot delivered herself oracularly as follows: 

‘* Fishing may be fine sport, fishing with a 
pole may be superb sport, fishing in the Plain- 
town River may be excellent sport, but, if I 
go on another fishing excursion, Il] go without 
a rod, and on a river that don’t slip away from 
your boat and leave you on the mud flats! I 
think we’ve had an abominable day.” 

I expect my countenance showed my sorrow, 
for Georgie added: 

** I enjoyed it, and I think we’ve had a jolly 
day.” 

However, I don’t believe she did enjoy it; 
she only said that to relieve my mind; I guess 
she told Tom a different story. Anyhow, I 
have resolved not to take Mrs, Lot on another 
fishing excursion. 








NasiLy TcuHoomak died recently in the hos- 
pital of the Odessa prison, aged 96 years, and 
with the reputation of having in the course of 
his existence committed alone, or in conjunc- 
tion with others, eighty murders. How true 
the saying, “the good die young.’ Mr. 
Tchoomak, living in Russia, escaped becoming 
the hero of a dime novel, hence his relatives 
feel the disgrace less keenly, and hope to out- 
live it. Eighty murders show a surprising 
amount of industry in a life of 96 years, but if 
Tchoomak had worked ‘ overtime’’ during a 
few years, he might have averaged one a year, 
—Norristown Herald. 

“Can I drive him, do you think ?”’ Mr. Slow- 
bow timidly asked the livery man, as he climbed 
into the buggy and handled the lines with some 
misgiving. ‘‘ Land, yes;’’ said the hostler with 
hearty encouragement. ‘‘ Anybody can drive 
him; a child can drive him; but,’’ he added 
as the horse went down the street like a rocket, 
climbed over a hay wagon, shook Mr. Slowboy 
into the Mississippi river, and left the buggy 
hanging on the arm of a lamp-post: ‘it takes 
a railroad train to keep up with him,.’?—#uwr- 
lington Hawkeye. 

Since the seven or eight telegraph companies, 
and the two or three dozen telephone com- 
panies have accomplished their labor of thrust- 
ing the firm earth full of poles, the astronomers 
of other planets are a little puzzled to know 
whether the globe on which we live is a live 
porcupine or a globular tooth-pick holder,.— 
Burlington Hawkeye. 





Boils, Pimples, Freckles, Rough Skin, eruptions, im- 
pure blood, Hop Bitters cures. 








BABY’S WARNING. 


When baby has pains at dead of night, 
Mother in a fright, father in a plight; 
When worms do bite, baby must cry, 
If fever sets in, baby may die. 

If croupy pains kill Leonora, 

In that house there’s no CASTORIA, 

For mothers learn without delay, 
CASTORIA cures without delay. 
Casroria cures by night and day. 





FINE SILK ILATS, $3.20; worth $5.00; DERBIES, 


| $190; worth 3.00, 15 New Church Sweet, up Stairs. 
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REMEMBER!! 


WE RECOMMEND 


BROWNS GINGER 


Made for More than 50 Years at 


PHILADELPHIA 
BY 


Frederick Brown, 


As the BEST and most reli- 
able article in the market. 
In many cases of Rheumatism 
it has been used with very 
great service. Applied on 
FLANNEL it is often as ef- 
fective as a MUSTARD 
PLASTER. Asa STIM- 
ULANT it has no Reaction, 
and will do no harm if taken 
according to Directions. It 
SUSTAINS the STRENGTH 
OF THE WEARY,—keeps 
the action of the Skin GOOD 
—Counteracts the effect of 
BAD WATER and ALKALI 
WATER, and has never been 
claimed to be a Specific. It 
will not do impossibilities, 
but where Cramps and Colics 
are caused by imprudence in 
Eating, relief may be confi- 
dently expected. 

Be sure you get the GEN- 
UINE BROWN’S GINGER. 
Ask for Frederick Brown’s 
Ginger—the Old-fashioned— 
TAKE NO OTHER! 


Price, Fifty Cents a Bottle. 





STRAITON & STORM’S 


LATEST 


opal Owl Seqars 


The finest they have ever produced. 


Royal Owl Cigarettes, 


ALL HAVA¥A TOBACCO, 


FREE FROM ALL ADULTERATIONS, AND GUARAN- 
TEED AS FINE AS CAN BE MADE FROM TOBACCO. 


Smokers will find the Owr Havana Cicarettes Pure Rice 
Paper Wrappers, the best of the kind offered for sale. 





DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess. 
162 W. 23rd St., 


bet. 6th & 7th Aves., N. Y. 


A cuaP sent his girl a bouquet 
One evening in moonlighted Muet. 
Her bad brother “ golly’d,”’ 
But it made the chap solid, 
And soon the dear girl named the duet. 
—Newton Republican. 


A Great INvENTOR.—A Santa Rosa inventor 
has just patented a new spring front-door that 
supplies a “‘long felt want’? in the most em- 
phatic sense. ‘The door opens from the inside 
and is particularly adapted for country resi- 
dences. All the busy housewife has to do is to 
notice from the sitting-room window that a 
tramp or book-agent is coming up the garden- 
walk. As soon as she hears the knock she 
touches a button, the powerful spring is let go, 
the door flies open and slams the victim clear 
off the steps. Then it shuts-to again, all ready 
for another biff, but the stranger generally 
picks himself out of the rosebushes, wipes the 
blood off his nose and goes off muttering: 
‘‘Well, you needn’t be so blamed sassy about 
it, anyway !?’—San Francisco Post. 

Tue New York Commercial Advertiser speaks 
of Cory O’Lanus as the only Irish play of 
Shakespeare, evidently forgetting O’Thello, 
who was one of the Moores of Ireland.— Boston 
Commercial Bulletin. Faith you’ve got us this 
time. We might have remembered Desdy 
Mony, the sweet wife of that murthering nagur, 
and that beautiful Irish ballad composed in her 
honor by Mr. Michael Cassio, of the Theatre 
Royal, Dublin, ‘‘ 1 courted Desdy Mony dear, 
a girl so neat and cozy; her eyes they were so 
bright and clear, and her cheeks were red and 
rosy.’ — MV. ¥. Commercial Advertiser. 

YEsTERDAY Gilhooly met Gus De Smith 
coming out of a saloon on Austin Avenue, as 
drunk as a boiled owl. ‘‘ Are you drunk again, 
Gus?’’ ‘Col. Gilhooly,’’ said Gus, straighten- 
ing up: “ I’m too far gone at preshent to form 
any opinion whatever on shubject under dis- 
cusshon.’’— 7Zexas Sifiings. 

ENGLAND has been eight months learning 
how to check baggage on the American plan, 
and even now they can’t keep a trunk hidden 
in the baggage-room of the station it was sent 
to for more than two weeks at a time while the 
owner is scurrying all over the country looking 
for it.— Boston Post. 

Ir does seem, after all, that the colored 
people are slow to learn. ‘Two of them fought 
a duel at Paterson, N.J., the other day, and 
one was dangerously wounded. A couple of 
whites might have fought a duel all day without 
either one receiving a scratch.—JNorristown 
Herald, 

An old wag asked a short young man who 
got married recently: ‘‘Say, does it make a 
man any longer to get spliced?”’ He received 
a very short answer. ‘‘ It does knot.—AcGregor 
News. 

IF you want to employ a whitewasher, con- 
tract with him to whitewash the floors, the fur- 
niture, and everything but the ceiling. ‘Then 
he may get some on the ceiling.— Boston Post. 





**It is curing Everybody,” 

writes a druggist. ‘‘ Kidney-Wort is the mo:t popular medicine 
we scll,’”’ It should be by right, for no other medicine has such 
specific action on the liver, bowels and kidneys. Do not fail to 
try it. See adv. 


Yachting and Excursion Parties 


are not complete without a supply of Hub Punch. 


LYONS’ UMBRELLAS 
Are Stampep “‘ Lyon, MAKEr,’’ AND ARE ONLY For SALE By 
First-Ciass DEALERs. 











SMOKE! SMOKE! 
ROVAL PUCK CIGARETTES. 





HEISS’ CO. eg 14th ST., NEAR 6th AVE. 
EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 


THE MOST POPULAR IN USE. 








IF N rn 048, 14, 130, 333, 161. 
For SALE BY ALL Srarrowsns. 

ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CO., 

Works, Camden, N.J. 26 John St., New York. 





SJACOBS 0, 
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win iEWEDY 
RHEUMATISM, 


Neuralgia, Sciatica, Lumbago, 


Backache, Soreness of the Chest, Gout, 
Quinsy, Sore Throat, Swellings and 
Sprains, Burns and Scalds, 
General Bodily Pains, 


Tooth, Ear and Headache, Frosted Feet 
and Ears, and all other Pains 
and Aches. 


No Preparation on earth equals St. Jacoss O11 as 
& 86 ea sure, simple and cheap External Remedy. 
&, trial entails but the comparatively trifling outlay 

Cents, and every one suffering with pain 
Se + cheap and positive proof of its claims, 


Directions in Eleven Languages. 


SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS AND DEALERS IN 
MEDICINE. 


A.VOGELER & CO., 


Baltimore, Md., U. S.A. 


EPPS’S COCOA. 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING, 


‘* By a thorough knowledge of the natural laws which govern 
tre operations of digestion and nutrition, and by a careful appli- 
cacion of the fine properties of well- selected cocoa, Mr. Epps has 
provided our breakfast-tables with a delicately flavored beverage 
which may save us many heavy doctors’ bills It is by the judici- 
ous use of such articles of diet that a constitution may be grad- 
ually built up until strong enough to resist every tendency to di- 
sease. Hundreds of subtle maladies are floating around us ready 
to attack whereever there is a weak point. We may escape many 
a fatal shaft by keeping ourselves well fortified with pure blood 
and a properly nourished frame.— Civil Service Gazette. 

Sold only in soldered tins, half and pound, labelled” 


JAMES EPPS & CO., 
Homeopathic Chemists, London, England. 


Peni 








Established 1838. 


+ “hee & MOELICH, 


Importers, Manufacturers and Dealers in 
Watche-, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Solid Silver & Plated Wares, 

363 CANAL STREET, 
Bet. S.5th Ave. & Wooster St., New York 
Bargains in every department. 

American Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 
Solid 14k. Gold American Stem Winder, $50. 
Diamond Studs, $10 and upwards. Wedding 
P Rings, $3and upwards. The iargestassortment of 
Jewelry at lowest prices. Repairing of every de- 
scription neatly executed. Goods sent C. 0. D to 
any part of the U.S. New Dlustrated Price List. 


THOS K AILEY Plumber and Practical 
Sanitary Engineer, 
« 10th Avenue, cor. 151st St., N. Y. 
GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, (878. 
BAKER’S 


Breakfast Cocoa. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess 
of oil has been removed. It is a 
delicious drink, nourishing and 
strengthening; easily digested; 
admirably adapted for invalids 
as well as persons in health, 

Sold by Grocers everywhere. 

















. W. BAKER & CO.s 
Dorchester, Mass. 









| 
| 
| 







































































A pollinaris 


“THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS.” 


British Medical Fournal. 





“Eau de Table des Reines.” 


Le Gaulois de Paris. 


ANNUAL SALE, 9 MILLIONS. 


Of all Grocers, Druggists, and Mineral Water Dealers. 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 








BITTERS. 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 
An excellent appetizing tonic of 

i exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole world, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, 
and ali disorders of the Digestive 
Organs. A few drops impart a 
de.icious favor to a g'ass of cham- 
pagne, and to all summer drinks. 
ie it, but beware of counterfeits. 
your grocer or druggist for 
enuine article, manufactured 
SLEGERT & 














the 
by zd. G. B. 
SONS. 


b J. W. HANCOX, Sole Ag’t 


anqveTuns BITTER 5] Broadway, N.Y. 















JAMES M. BELL & Co., 
31 Broadway, New York. 
Price, Per Case, (One Dozen)..........-..2..+++ $6.00 


D. G. YUENGLING, JR.’S 


EXTRA FINE 


DOUBLE BEER 


competes with the best of Imported Brands. 


BREWERY, 
NEWLY BUILT, WITH ALL a MODERN IMPROVE 





NTS, 


Cor. 128th St. and 10th Ave., N.Y. 


PRINOIPAL DEPOT OF 


EUROPEAN MINERAL WATERS. 


Apollinaris, Hunyadi, Carlsbad, Ems, Friedrichshall, 
Gieshitbler, Homburg, Kronthal, Kissingen, Marienbad, Piillna- 
Schwalbach, Selters, Taunus, Vichy, Birmensdorf, Wilhelms- 
quelle, and fifty others. 

DEPOT FOR ALL AMERICAN WATERS. 

Bottlers of RrnGLer’s New York, Cincinnati, Toledo and Mil- 
waukce Beer. Agents for 

GEBRUEDER HOEHL, Geisenheim. Rhine Wines. 

TH. LAMARQUE & CO., Bordeaux. Clarets. 

DUBOIS FRERE & CAGNION, Cognac. Brandies. 


P. SCHERER & CO., 
48 Barclay Street, New York. 


Anhenser-Busch Brewing ASSo¢. 


ST. LOUIS, Mo. 


We are now receiving daily shipments of this Brewery’s cele- 
brated Beer, which is finding so much favor at the Metropolitan 
Concert Hail, a-d in all places where it is sold. Dealers who 
wish to keep it will please apply to 


A.C. L. & 0. MEYER, Sole Agents, 
49 Broad Street, NEW YORK. 











JOSEPH GILLOTTS 


STEEL PENS 


Soto BrALL DEALERS THrRovuGHour Tne WORLO, 


GOLDMEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878 
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THE SAGACIOus POLICEMAN no longer trifleth 
with the pugnacious hoodlum, who is ever 
ready to execute a mazurka on his vitals. On 
the contrary, he knoweth a dodge estimated to 
be worth two of any other kind. He simply 
suborns a blind organ-grinder to remain faith- 
fully on his beat, and when the roughs, young 
thieves, pickpockets and hard juveniles con- 
gregate on a street-corner and commence in- 
sulting passers-by, and are spoiling generally 
for a fight on a cargo of five-cent beer, the 
prudent officer gently leads that sightless 
musician to the spot, and within two minutes 
there is not a hoodlum left. ‘The question will 
come up before the next Legislature as to 
whether criminals of a certain class shall be 
punished by the whipping-post or by being 
forced to listen to a Kearney street hand-organ. 
—S. F, News Letter. 

PEA-BLOSSOM, a young saddle-colored youth, 
was up before the Austin Recorder for stealing 
a pair of shoes from Mose Schaumburg’s store. 
“Don’t you know it was not right to take 
those shoes?” ‘Yes, sah, I knows I didn’t 
take de right shoes. My mudder tole me dey 
was not the right ones as soon as I bring ’em 
home. De high priced ladies shoes on de shelf 
was de right ones; but I couldn’t reach ’em, 
sah.” — Zexas Siftings. 

THE way they take the census in India is to 
count the natives on one square mile, and then 
multiply by all the figures a slate will hold. 
St. Louis would be a big town in India.—De- 
trot Free Press. 

WE are told that Mexican women get to look 
old at thirty. That’s just like American 
women. Every American woman who tells you 
her age is thirty looks very old.— Boston Post, 

THE DiFFERENCE.—When a party is in the 
minority its most active members are called 
leaders; when it is in the majority the same 
men are called ‘“ bosses,’’—PAiladelphia News, 

A New York man recently sold his wife to 
a neighbor for a dollar, Some men seem to 
take delight in swindling their neighbors.— 
Norristown Herald. 





[Cleveland Plaindealer. | 

Mr, Theodore Hively, tobacco and cigar dealer, 109 
Seneca street, was recently laid up with rheumatism so 
that he couldn’t walk. After liberal use of various pre- 
parations he purchased a bottle of St. Jacobs Oil, and, to 
use his own expression, ‘‘ It was the first thing to afford 
him anything like relief.” He has completely recovered by 
its use. 


CLEAR , MIXED 


Cooled on Ice, With Fine Ice, 


ADELICIOUS DRINK 


(Pure and Wholesome) 


For use in y Aegon Hotels, 
Clabs, Picnics, Partie es, etc, 


HUB PUNCH 


READY ON OPENING, 
The thing needed in wine cellars. 
Delightful as an after-dinner 


Cordial, and a refreshing Bev- 
erage when mixed with Water, 








Soda, Lemonade, Cold Tea, 
Milk, ete. 

* Like nectar.’’— Boston Courier. 

*€ Delicious.’’— Boston 7> anscript. 

** Invaluable for a little treat. 

Many lack the savory Satire to brew Punch. 

Hub Punch is indispensable wherever 
known.”’—Sfirit of the Times, N.Y. 


Hub Punch owes its Popularity to the pur- 
ity and exquisite flavor of its components. 
The delicious, cooling juice of selected Limes 
and Lemons united >. orime ingredients 
with Choice Imported Liquors in this de- 
lightful article, imparts a tonic quality, 
highly appreved by physicians. 


CAUTION -The Wide Po pularity of HUB PUNCH has 
to the appearance of inferior imitations composed of cheap, 
deleterious material, and utterly unworthy of patronage. Retect 
these and see that you oltatn the genuine, with the name o7 
‘THE HUB PUNCH REGISTERED" —élown in the glass, 
also the name of the proprietors under the capsule over the cork 
of each bottle, All infringements will be promptly prosecuted 





Sold by Grocers, Wine Merchants and Druggists. 
C. H. GRAVES & SONS, Prop’s, Boston, Mass. 








A. Werner & Co., 


808 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 





DO NOT THINK that Sapolio is a FANCY ARTICLE 
because it is put up in an attractive style. 

It will do more Work and will doit better than 
Three Cakes of any MINERAL or SCOURING 
Soap ever made. 





BETTER and CHEAPER than SOAP 


FOR ALU 


HOUSE CLEANING PURPOSES. 
IT WILL CLEAN 


Paint, Marble, Oil Cloths, Bath Tubs, Crockery, Kitchen 
Utensils, Windows, &c. 

IT WILL POLISH 
Tin, Brass, Copper and Steel Wares of all kinds better than 


Emery or Rotten Stone—ASK FOR IT—Take nothing as a 
substitute for it—It is the Best and Cheapest Scouring Soap. 





TRY HAND SAPOLIO 


for an everyday Toilet and Bath Soap—It has no equal. 


Grocers and Druggists Sell our Goods. 





KARL HUTTER’S 
Patent Lightning 


Bottle Stoppers 


Also a Full Assortment of 
LAGER AND WEISS BEER. 
WINE AND BRANDY BOTTLES. 
Spgciat ATTENTION Parp To Orpers WITH NAME 
Brown In Tue Bort ves. 

A Large Selection Of Bottler’s Supplies, 
KARL HUTTER, 


185 Bowery, New York. 










ps 


PHILADELPHIA. 









Is especially adapted for 
Bottling and Export. 








DO YOUR OWN PRINTING 


Presses and outfits from $3 to $500 
Over 2,000 styles of type. Catalogue = 
reduced price list free. 


H. HOOVER, Phila., Pa. 
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PUCK. 





No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 
No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 


[ae- STYLES ARE CORRECT !! 


KNOX, 


TRE BRATTER’S 


WORLD RENOWNED 


ENGLISH HATS, 
“Martin’s” Umbrellas. 
“DENTS” GLOVES. 
Foreign Novelties. 


QUALITY — THE BEST!! eu 


Agents for the sale of these remarkable EX _AA"¥"& can be found in every city in the U. S. 


All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. 


None genuine-without the trademark. 





Send one, two, three, or five dol- 
lars for a sample box, by express, cf 
the best Candies in America, put up 
elegantly and strictly pure. Reters 
to all Chicago. Address, 


C. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 


78% Madison Street, Chicago. 
H. WALDSTEIN, 


EXPERT OPTICIAN, 


41 Union Square, New York. 
Eves Fitrep witn Surraste Grasses. Consultation, inquir 
and correspondence sol:cited from those whose sight is smpaired. 
Frecp, MarinE, Opera and Tourrts Grasses of superior 
quality, and a choice assortment of Optica Goons at moderate 
prices. Artificial Human Eyes. Send for Catalogue. 


OWIls,. ~ 
ehTEN> Bs 


ort’ Ba D 
SHOR ane IND 


"BEAD EDGE 
+CUFFS: 
ALWAYS GIVE 


SATISFACTION 
_ 'THEBESTMADE | 


KEEP’S SHIRTS 


KEEP’S PATENT PARTLY MADE SHIRTS, 
6 for $6; easily finished. 
KEEP’S CUSTOM SHIRTS, Perfect Fitting, to mea- 
sure, 6 for $9. 

The best assortment of FANCY SHIBRTINGS in French 
Penangs and Scotch Cheviots to be found in the city. 

UNDERWEAR in Gauze, Gossamer and Summer Merino; 
JEAN DRAWERS, best quality, (white twilled.) 

LISLE THREAD GLOVES (best imported), at lowest 
prices; COLLARS, CUFFS, HANDKERCHIEFS, 
HOSIERY, NECKWEAR, JEWELRY, UMBREL- 

c. 
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Ezcop Manufacturing Co., 
112 TREMONT STREET, BOSTON. 
637 & 1193 BROADWAY, and 80 NASSAU ST., N. Y. 


WM. NEELY. 


BOOTS ,ASSHOES 


348 Bowery, Cor. Great Jones St. 
WHOLESALE HOUSE, CORNER CHURCH AND DUANE STREETS. 
A full line of E. C. Burt’s Fine Shoes. 
jes All Goods marked in Plain Figures. -@y 


NICOLL The Tailor, 


620 Broadway, near Houston Street, 


AND 
189 to 151 Bowery, New York. 
Pants to order...... ....... $4. to $10. 
Suits to order.............. $15. to $40. 
Fall and Winter Overcoats, from $15. up. 
Samples with instructions for SELF-MEASUREMENT sent free to 
every part of the United States. 











“JUST OUT.” 
BOOK OF INSTRUCTION 
IN THE USE OF 


INDIAN CLUBS, 
DUMB-BELLS, 


And other exercises. Also in the Games of 


QUOITS, ARCHERY. ETC. 
Fully illustrated, bound in cloth. Price 25 
Cents. SENT TO ANY PART OF THE U.S. 
ONTHE RECEIPT OF 30c POSTAGE STAMPS 
M. BORNSTEIN, Publisher, 
15 Ann St. New York. 


9& ORGANS 18 useful stops, 5 sets reeds 
BEATTY’S nly $65, Pianos, $125 up. ‘ 


Le) 
Ins. Catalogue, F REE. address, BEATTY, Washington, N. J. 








ABOUT $10,000,000 worth of writing paper 
is manufactured in the United States annually; 
but when a young man’s best girl goes into the 
country to spend the summer, and doesn’t 
write him more than one letter a month, he 
looks upon the foregoing assertion as a species 
of watering-place correspondence in which 
truth abideth not.—Norristown Herald, 

Lorenzo De.tmonico had his cigars made 
in Cuba expressly for himself, and smoked 
thirty a day. And it is stated smoking killed 
him, Young man, when you find that you’ve 
merely got a Connecticut cabbage-leaf, let the 
thought that Cuban cigars killed Lorenzo 
console you.— Boston Post, 

A CLERK in a city house recently asked for a 
half-day’s absence because he wanted to attend 
a funeral in the country. When he returned 
the next morning with red hands and a freck- 
led face, his employer asked, quietly, ‘‘ Where 
are the fish ?’’—PAila, Bulletin, 

A MAN in a St. Louis bar-room refused to 
drink, and when he left, one citizen remarked 
to another: ‘‘ Did you ever see anybody so 
durned eccentric ?””—Boston Post. 


THE attempt to introduce the fashion of 
tight coat-sleeves at Louisville has proven a 
failure. It would knock poker higher than a 
kite.— Boston Post. 





{La Fayette Journal.] 
Such Repor‘ts Do One's Heart Good. 

Mr. Frank Wilke, North and 9th streets, stated, that it 
was not only highly praised by his customers, but the St. 
Jacobs Oil has not failed to give satisfaction in a single 
case. 





Do not go to the country without a bottle of Angostura 
Bitters to flavor your Soda and Lemonade and keep your di- 
gestive organs in order. Be sure it is the genuine Angostura, 
wns and manufactured only by DR. J.G. B. SIEGERT 

SONS 





AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY. 





[AROUND THE WORLD. ] 


PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAY. 


The Pioneer High Class Paper in the German Language. 
The Pictures will be the Work of 
THE BEsT ARTISTs, 
and will depict in the most forcible and realistic manner 
CURRENT EVENTS 
in all Parts of the World, and Objects of Artistic 
Interest Worthy of Reproduction. 





The Illustrations of Incidents will be Strictly what they 
Purport to be, and not Imaginary Delinea- 
tions of Anticipated Occurrences. 





The Literary Department will be under the Editorial 
Direction of CASPAR BUTZ, 

Assisted by the Best Available Talent in this Country 
and in Germany. 


No Pains or Expense will be Spared to make* 
**UM DIE WELT” 

Worthy of a High Place in American Journalism and of 

the Support of Our German Fellow Citizens. 


Price, Ten Cents per Copy. Five Dollars per Year. 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, Publishers, 
21 and 23 Warren Street, New York 





Our new Stylographic Pen patented), having the 
juplex interc eable point section, is the very st 
eeprement. E STYLOGRAPHIC PEN CO., Room 
Bits Broadway, New York. Send for 
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The Greatest Healing Agent and 
Pain Conquerorin the World. 





Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS, 


The best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu- 
able medicinal properties in all cases of Bowe) complaints; 


a sure specific against Dyspepsia. Fever and Ague, &c. A 
fine cordial in itself, if taken pure. It is also most excellent 
for mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. Comparatively 
the cheapest Bitters in existence 

L, FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St.. N. Y. 





This Great Remedy acts at the same 
A time on the diseases of the 
( 


VER, BOWELS & KIDNEYS. A 
This combined action gins it wonderful? 
power to cure alt 


diseases. 


WHY ARE WE SICK? 

Because we allow these great organs to be- 

e cloggedor torpid, and poisonous humors 

are thersfore Forced into th blood that should 
be expelled naturally. 





BILIOUSNESS, PILES, CONSTII 
KIDNEY 00 PLAINTS, UR 
DISEASES, FEMALE WEAK 

r AND NERVOUS 8, 
by causing free action of these organs and 
restoring their power to throw off disease. 

e Why Suffer Bilioas — and aches? 
Why tormented with Piles, Constipation 
Why frightened over disordered Kidneys 

Y Why endure nervous or sick headaches? 

Why have sleepless nights? 
Use KIDNEY-WORT and rejoice in healt 
Itis put upin Brey Vegetable Form, in tin 
ne package of whic. six quarts of 














it, 
GET IT OF YOUR DRUGGIST. PRICE, $1.00 [ed 
WELLS, RICHARDSON & CO., Prop’s, 


Will send the dry post-paid.) BURLINGTON, VT.B 4 








AMERICAN 


Soft Capsules. 


CHEAPEST, QUICKEST, SUREST, BEST, 
AND MOST RELIABLE SOFT CAPSULES. 
Genuine On ty IN 
Metalic Boxes, Star Stamped on Cover, with 
Blue Wrapper with Star Monogram. 


Victor E. Mauger & Petrie, 
110 Reade Street, New York 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Marks Place, New York. 








$777 a Year and expenses to agents. Outfit free. Address 
P. O. VICKERY, Augusta, M-. 
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PUCK. 





| DECKE 


BROTHERS? 


PIANOS, 


33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 


WEBER. 


MANUFACTURER OF 
GRAND, SQUARE and UPRIGHT 


LYVPEAWO SS. 


Prices reasonable. Terms easy. 
WAREROOMS: 


5th Ave. and West 16th St., New York. 


THE ORGUINETTE 











Is THE MOST WONDERFUL MUSIC-PRODUCING IN 
STRUMENT IN THE WORLD 


| IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 


IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS ! 


Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and Reed Orgars may all be seen 
operating mechanically as Orguir ettes, Musical Cabinets, and 
Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world. 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sts., NEW YORK. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co. 


Sole Manufacturers and Patentees. aa Send for Cisealar. 


MANHATTAN BEACH. 


STEAMER SYLVAN GROVE, 
Connecting with 
TRAINS VIA GREENPOINT, 


Leaves Pier foot of 23d St., East River, for MANHATTAN 
BEACH hourly from 10:45 A. M. to 7:45 P. M. 

Trains leave Manhattan Beach at 7:35 A. M., and hourly from 
{1:05 to g:o5 P. M. 

Steamer D. RB. MARTIW, connecting with trains via 
BAY RIDGE, leaves Pier foot of WHITEHALL ST., ter- 
minus of Elevated Roads, hourly from 9:10 A. M. to g:zo P. M. 

Trains leave Manhattan Beach at 8:10 A.M, and hourly from 
to:10 A. M. to 9:10 P. M. 


GRAND CONCERTS BY GILMORE’S FAMOUS BAND, as- 
sisted by WALTER EMERSON, solo cornet, and other eminent 
soloists, under the direction of Mr. P. S. GILMORE, EVERY 
AFTERNOON and EVENING. 








Excursion Tickets for Manhattan Beach at all Elevated Rail 
way Stations. Price, Sixty Cents. INCLUDING FARE ON 
ELEVATED RAILROADS. 


DECKER’S 


POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted superior 
to all others, and sold at iow prices and on easy terms. 
Good second had tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 726 BROADWAY.NEW YORK. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLE. 
The Bicycle has proved itself to be a perma- ~ 
nent, practical road vehicle, and the number WZ 
in daily use is rapidly increasing. Professional A\ YW 


and business men, seekers after health or pleas- = 


ure, all join in bearing witness to its merits. — \—= 
Send 3c. stamp for catalogue with price list A\ \S a 
THE POPE WF’G CO., UII\NS om 


46 Summer St.. Boston, Mass. 


The following numbers of Puck will be bought at this 
office, No. 21 & 23 Warren Street, at TEN CENTS per 
copy: Nos. 1, 2, 4, 5, 6, 9, 10, II, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 
17, 18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 24, 25, 26, 37, 38, 39, 40, 41, 42, 
43, 44, 47, 48, 50, 53, 56, 78, 79, 80, 82, 83, 94, 105, 
107, 114, 121. 
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SEPTEMBER. 


Now the airy golden rod 
In the wood begins to nod, 
And the flower all its pedals sprinkle lightly on 
the sod; 
While a hectic shimmer plays 
On the envelope of haze, 
Like a ghostly garment hanging round the forest 
all ablaze. 


Now the robins south are called, 
And the freckled lad is mauled 
By the owner of the pippins, and the trees are 
getting bald. 
Now the valley’s sad and glum; 
Now the bees no longer hum, 
And the partridge in the thicket goes a-rumpty- 
tumpty-tum, 


Now the snipe doth gambol, sad, 
On the fading lily-pad, 
And the summer’s exodusted and I’m very, very 
glad. 
Welcome, autumn’s purple skies, 
And the sportsman’s awful lies 
Of his prowess, and the pantry all aflame with 
pumpkin pies. 


Oft in fragt woodland ways 
It destruction with me plays 
To think that sweet September is confined to 
thirty days. 
Coldest chills have o’er me crept, 
And I’ve walked around and wept 
To think there are prosaic men who write its 
down as Sept.! 
—R. K. Munkitirich, in N. F. Sun. 





Cured of Drinking, 

** A young friend of mine was cured of an insatiable thirst for 
liquor, which had so prostrated him that he was unable to doany 
business. He was entirely cured ‘by the use of Hop Bitters. It 
allayed all that burning thirst; took away the appetite for liquor; 
made his-‘nerves steady, and he has remained a sober and steady 
man for more than two years, and has no desire to return to his 
cups; I know of a number of others that have been cured of drink- 
ing by it.’’—From a leading R. R. Official, Chicago, Il|,—TZ mes. 


CARPETS. 


ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO. 


Have now in Store their Fall Importations of 
FOREIGN CARPETS, 
CHENILLE AXMINSTERS, 
ROYAL WILTONS, 


BODY BRUSSELS, 
In the Newest Designs, and in Coloring adapted 
to the present style of decorations. 
ALSO, 

AMERICAN CARPETINGS, 
Chenille Axminsters, Wiltons, Body 
Brussels, Tapestries and Ingrains; 
Oilcloths, Linoleums, Rugs, 





and Mats. 

INDIA WHOLE CARPETS. 
Masulipatam, Agra, 

hagulpore, Ellore, 
‘Mahratta, Scinde, 
Khokand, Lahore, 
Kashmir, Turkey, 
Persian, Punjaub. 





BROADWAY, COR. {9th ST. 


WHY DOES EVERYBODY 


READ FICTION ? 


Because it is the best story paper 
published. 





Because the stories are always ori- 
ginal, refined and entertaining. 


Because there are complete stories in 
eacn number. 


Because it is clearly printed and the 
type is large. 


Because it contains no stale or stolen 
reprints. 





Because it ‘‘is clear, wholesome, 
pure and clever.” 


THIRTY-TWO PACES. 


PUBLISHED EVERY MONDAY. 


10 Cts. acopy. $4.00 a year. 





KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, Publishers, 
21 & 23 Warren St., N. Y. 


Iwo. 5 Contains: 
INDIAN SUMMER—(Complete.) 
JEANNE—Chapters XVII. to XVIII.—(To be cont'd.) 
A ROLAND FOR AN OLIVER—(Complete. ) 
IN THE AVENUE DE NEUILLY—Part First—(To be con- 
cluded.) 
Unc_r SaAM—(To be concluded.) 
LovE Is BLinp—Chaps. XVIII.to XXI.—(To be cont'd.) 


Speaking of reading, it may not be amiss to mention 
the fact that Keppler & Schwarzmann’s new publication, 
Ficrion, appears to be a decided success. The jolly 
German owners of Puck are to be congratulated upon 
having another good iron in the fire. The new journal is 
designed to fill a hitherto empty place in light literature 
—that of a weekly story paper which shall supply novels, 
novelettes and sketches of a higher order than those con- 
tained in the flash weeklies, but not above the apprecia- 
tion of all classes of readers. * * * The first two 
numbers of the paper have already appeared, and there 
is little doubt of its success. The opening serial, 
‘‘ Jeanne,” is written in a lucid, easy style, and is, so 
far, full of dramatic interest. The other serial, ‘* Love 
is Blind,” is charmingly written, and already exhibits great 
cleverness in the delineation of character. The first 
novelette, complete in two parts, is called ‘* Buck 
Thorpe’s Bride.” It is something on the Bret Harte 
order, but a little above that gentleman’s ordinary plane. 
The mere mention of ‘‘ Pinafore” may be a detraction 
from its merits in the eyes of some readers, but it is a good 
story, based on a genuinely dramatic incident and finely 
handled. Of the sketches in the first number, ‘‘ A Virtue 
of Necessity” is fresh, original and sprightly. In the 
second number there is a good short story called “ An 
Attic Hero,” which if slightly improbable, is still neatly 
handled. The other short sketch is called ‘* Three Trips” 
and signed G. H. Jessop, whom everyone knows. It is 
a pretty little bit of the romance of that queer life known 
only to Bohemians and actors.—altimore Every Sa- 
turday. 

FICTION is the name of a new venture, edited and pub- 
lished by the Puck family. It is devoted exclusively to 
stories of a purely oiginal character, and already gives 
encouraging promise of success. It is edited with marked 
ability—M. Y. Commercial Advertiser. 
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OF PUCK 23 WARREN S1.NEW MAYER MERKEL 


A FORGOTTEN FUND. 


Cuorus oF PHILANTHROPISTS: —“Can’t do it, Miss Charity. No advertising, no money! We give on strictly business principles.’ 





